ujtesenee 


(QUINTESSENCE 
SE 


era lhl 


5 POETS OF THE SANDHILLS 
5 POETS OF 


(QUINTESSENCE 


Sybil d’Ambrosi 
Nancy Bradberry Veta Gorman 
Angelee Chick Marie Robins 


ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 


Some of these poems have appeared in Pembroke 
Magazine, The Pilot, St. Andrews Review, The Cottonball 
Review, Atlanta Review, Saturday Extra (of The Fayetteville 
Times/Observer), Signs Along The Way, Stylus, Soundings, 
The Davidson Miscellany, Sanskrit, New Voices, A Time To 
Listen Anthology, The Wayah Review, The Sandpaper, NC 
Poetry Society Anthology and Nightsun Books. 


Marie Robins’ Mother Is Included, won the North 
Carolina Poetry Society’s Carl Sandburg Award in 1986. 


ISBN: 0-932662-57-9 
© Copyright 1990 by St. Andrews Press 


Printed by Monument Printers & Lithographers, Inc. 
Verplanck, New York 
for St. Andrews Press 
St. Andrews College 
Laurinburg, North Carolina 


Typesetting, Design & Cover 
by Carol Tremblay 
WORDGraphics 
Wilmington, North Carolina 


CONTENTS 


e¥ Sybil d’Ambrosi 


A Feast 

An Hour Of The Day 
Aunt Emma’s Heaven 

A Texas Ventriloquist 
Behind A Door 

Changing The Guard 
Hallowe’en Surprise 
Gunsmoke Lost 

Fast And Pray 

Dawn On A Country Road 
Hot Wet Faces 

Icing The Cake 

Old Trucks 

Love Is 

Their Father’s Legacy 

I Hope I Never Forget 

On Becoming A Protestant 
The Essential 

To A Friend 

The Last Sorting 


@®Nancy Bradberry 


Calendars 
Triskaidekaphobia 
They Named Her Gay 
Sacrifice 

You Taught Me 
Times Past 

Solstice 

An Abiding Mystery 


Montana Moment 
The Great Plains 
Sioux Drums 

A Crystal Flute 
Moon Walk 
January 28th, 1986 
What’s In A Name 
One Presidential Decree 
Fifty Years Ago 
Tryon’s Palace 
Pieta 

Georgia O’Keffe 


e®Angelee Bradley Chick 


The Children Of Terezin 
Another Day 

The Children Of Lebanon 
And The Birds Came 
Hostage 

Another Place 

Lion 

My Tree 

On Giving Up The Nobel Prize 
My Song 

“Woe Is Me-ers!” 
Washington Square 

Too Late 

Snow 

The White Bird 

World Watch 

Round World 

Winter Night 

The Red Flyer 

Wounded At Shannon Run 


e®Veta E. Gorman 


The Introduction 

Second Childhood 

Rest Stop 

Three Gifts 

Ritual At Sandavis Lake 

Walnut Rings 

Winter Beach 

Talking All At Once 

Spirograph 

Parting 

Sympathy For A Symphony Conductor 
Coming Home 

Tornado At Red Springs 

Nocturne 

To A Friend Dying 

Zodiac 

Life Lines Of An Extraordinary Cat 
To Remember 

Quilts 

The Empty House 


e®Marie Kennedy Robins 


Advice From A Dying Wife 
Amulet 

Balloon Launch 

Broken Crutches 

Breeze Through The Migrant Camp 
Converted To Hedonism 

Deep Creek Lake 

Dilute, Stir Deeply 

Directions 

Formal Invitation 


For The Mission In Haiti 

The Grass Widow 

Hiatus 

Mother Is Included 

My Territory Has Been Invaded 
By A Friendly Force 

Welcome Respite 

Waterman’s Grief 

To A Witness For Jehovah 

No Admittance, Please 

Renewal 


(QUINTESSENCE 


Sybil d’ Ambrosi 


a ee ee ee es ee ee eS ee ee 


A Feast 
Cold March wind shivered 
mist-cloaked red holly berries. 
Out of the sky, 

hunger arrived. 
Gray silken wings landed among the 
leaves, replaced an ascending horde. 


Yellow tail-bands fanned. 


Magical sounds vibrated the tree. 
Berries disappeared from top down. 


Flurry after flurry gorged. 


The church bell sounded eleven, 
not a berry could be found. 


Cedar waxwings murmured in an old live oak. 
The serene holly, a huge mound of green, 


was ready for spring. 


An Hour Of The Day 


Their dark boat evanesces water. 
A red tackle box blends with 
multi-colored gum leaves, 
reaching to still-life. 


Bright blue and yellow shirts, 
matching caps spotlight wax myrtles 
and red sumac, crowding water. 


High sky suffuses blue over all. 


A cast line breaks the water, still-life. 


Aunt Emma’s Heaven 


What kind of heaven did you pray for? 

One where the pigs (if there are any) are fed 
automatically as were Moses and his brood? If they 
are, your back has had a long, long rest from the 
weighted buckets that nearly bumped the ground. 
With one in each hand, they bent you inches down. 


Did you pray for a heaven without mud? 

You always wore (as I remember at four) black gum 

boots that disappeared under billowing skirts. 

The ground in the pig pasture, where you trudged 

twice daily, smelled good when the azaleas bloomed. 
Hummocks of bay and mosses caged puddles all year long. 
A heaven without mud is one of your rewards? 


Or, was it a choir-filled celestial home? 
You seemed too busy to talk, never did I hear song. 
At four did you sing when you were freed? 


Twice daily I heard you call Pig-g, pig-g su-ey! 
The pasture echoed snorts and oinks. 

On pig-g, pig-g the critters slushed forward. 
Su-ey! stopped them belly deep in mud. 

Their noses soon plunged into gluttonous troughs. 


Bewitched, we stood time after time filled 
with awe as at first viewing. 


Was it a heaven where all ladies are dressed in finery 

that you prayed? Have you abandoned the triangular-folded 
feed sack from your middle? Surely, heavenly folk don’t 
expect you to wear that lisle stocking, minus the foot, 
knotted on your head? You must wear at least a chic hat— 
if not a crown of gold. 


It would be a pleasure to see you dressed that way, hear 
your strong, clear voice blending in a heavenly choir. 
And, see you have time to talk with all who called you 
‘Aunt’ whether nieces and nephews or not, Surely, by 
the time we join you in heaven (if we do), we’ll 

know not to ask too many questions or get in your way. 
We could leave you alone all day. 


A Texas Ventriloquist 


The great-tailed grackle, whose vocabulary 
matches his tail, could have competed with 
Edgar Bergen. 


A Texas visitor who walks into a grackle convention, 
will swear he’s in a heated Congressional debate. 
Each grackle vies in many tones to be heard. 


A single great-tailed trickster convinces a 
novice birder a dozen birds are around. 
Binoculars search bushes alive with sound. 
They scan the ground, 

the trees, while a hidden long-tail 

flutters the breeze atop a lofty tree. 


The sough of a white-fronted dove calms the birder. 
His logic restored, he too enjoys the Texan 
ventriloquist’s cackles—even at him. 


Behind A Door 


Will Ten Painted Nails serve 
crackers, tinned snacks 

on fancy dishes? 
Champagne sparkle 

stemmed glasses on 
candle-lit, bouffanted table? 


Will Serenity cater a balanced meal, 

proper wine while polite theories 
stretch minds and 
wits ping-pong? 


Or, will Hair In Curlers say, 
eat what you find. Clock ticks 


silence each understands? 


Behind a door? 


Changing The Guard 


Night after night I listened, 
heard no midnight serenade, 
saw an empty lamppost perch. 


One day on the garden path I found your 
stilled feathers smudged with red clay, 
no longer soft and grey. 


Soon, marauding Tartars, clannish birds 
invaded your domain—filled your bath 
with squawks, left your feeders a wasteland. 


A week ago on the garden path, 
I saw anew mockingbird spread 
his white-striped, grey wings. 


Today he found your lamppost 
perch, an auspice of peace 
and order in my garden. 


Hallowe’ en Surprise 


A few gates unhinged, windows soaped, 
we merged to Pinebluff Fireman’s Hall. 
Inside they fox-trotted their annual ball. 
Outside we put a potato in the exhaust 
pipe of each fireman’s car. 


Next stop: the big one. 
Our designated IT climbed the 
firetower, set off the siren. 


We cleared a couple three-foot high fences to 
a darkened door, held open by a kind 
lady who knew all our plans. 


Out the back door we scrambled aboard a 
waiting truck, hugged the flat-bed and 
eased out of town. On Sandpit Road past 
Howie’s farm the driver turned the lights 
on and shifted to high. 


Under the crisp, star-filled sky freely we sang 
to Pinehurst, over Midland Road and down Number 
One back to a quiet little town. 


Not to jeopardize our escape we went home. 


But, next morning atop the main store sat a 
pull-chain john for all passer-bys to see. 


Who put it there? 
You'll never know from me. 


Gunsmoke Lost 


For years our home was a menagerie, 
kids, dogs, cats, fish and birds. 
Once a box-turtle spent the winter in our TV room. 


On Saturday nights, he sat on someone’s knees 
munched Cracker Jacks, 
flinched when Marshall Dillon got his man, 
held a steady eye on Festus while he poured 
coffee, “It’s been boiling an hour, Matt.” 


When the daffodils yellowed and the indigo 
bunting returned, Boxie escaped. 


Gunsmoke lost a regular. 


Fast And Pray 


We kids watched Miss Lizzie and her lifelong friend Miss 
Maude prepare for a frequent warm-weather occurrence, 
a day to fast and pray. 


We noticed each took a five-pound lard bucket with a bit of 
something inside to ward off faint. Naturally, we thought 
the buckets were filled with prayers. 


It took time to understand one doesn’t pack prayers in a 
lard bucket, nor do they smell like fried chicken. 


When Miss Maude got in the car she had a book of some 
sort under her left arm, the Good Book in her right hand. 


In our minds we ran along the sand road, over the two 
branches and up the hill to their destination, an unused 
schoolhouse in quiet pines. 


Whichever book they read, 
whatever they reminisced or, 
however they spent their day 
higher spirits returned 

than went away. 
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Dawn On A Country Road 


I like to hear dawn on 
a country road— 


the quiet hum of tires 
on blacktop 

indigo buntings concerting 
on overhead wires, 


to see 
an unhurried figure 
down a lonely lane 
a hawk circling, searching 
for breakfast, 


and, to feel 
the stillness of cool, 

shady ravines 
while breezes lift 

mist to early sun— 


exposing the challenges 
dawn brings. 
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Hot Wet Faces 


Under the shade tree 
the old men sit 
on straight-backed chairs. 


Heads and tongues wag 
spit hits the ground. 


Rolled-back brims 
stir the breeze 


swat the flies. 


Smiles on hot, wet faces 
say the joy of friends. 
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Icing The Cake 


The young man next door 
noticed Miss Jane cleaning 
her house inside and out. 


I'll help you he said. 
That would be mighty kind. 


He mutilated a few shrubs— 
She cleared out the living room. 


Don’t worry about painting it. 
I'll do it this evening 

while I watch my TV shows. 
Off he rushed to Fayetteville. 


Miss Jane didn’t think much of 
mixing TV and painting. 


Early the next morning he strutted 
in, like a big-time contractor, 
eyeballed the house with, 

It’s looking good. Got in too 

late to do it last night, but tonight 
for sure I’ll be back early. 


Out he rushed to Durham. 


To Miss Jane the living room sat like a 
cake waiting to be iced. She opened a 
can of paint and started in. 


She always preferred to ice her own cake. 
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Old Trucks 


Old trucks like poor people 

Chug out of sight to obscure places. 
They, as their owners, wrestle 

To survive daily obstacles. 


They hug the slow lane 
As poor people thier shame. 


Missing parts—mirrors, light covers—on 
trucks gape like unreplaced teeth of owners. 


Rusty doors shroud old trucks as despair 
the lonely poor until earth claims both. 


Love Is 


Love is helping someone 
who isn’t a friend 
is being kind, patient— 
even in a bad mood 
is forgiving, and 
exfoliating memory. 


Love is helping a child 


through behavior you hoped 
never to see or hear. 
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Their Father’s Legacy 


The white house sits like a brooding hen on 
red clay, where their father built it. 


Inside, four girls/women fade amidst 
aromas of fried apple pies, 
freshly brewed coffee. 


The oldest sister sits and rocks. 
She lifts a shy smile to greet us. 
Her hickory cane cradles bedpost. 


A hand-crocheted spread envelopes bed. 
In summer, the same hands move a 
tractor acre after red acre. 


A long-ago broken heart murmurs 
in bent body of the next oldest. 
No suitor gained father’s approval. 


Bright eyes of the tallest portray 
volumes of could-have-beens. 


Outside, squirrels hide pecans. 

Hens sing. 

A woodpecker lifts his drilling head, 
measures silent, cold fields 

soon to birth new life. 
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A grin bounces from the youngest, 
thinnest—the main farmhand. 
But, her voice fears travel 

beyond the broken fence. 


Grey outbuildings succumb to red clay. 


I Hope I Never Forget 


I hope I never forget 
the TV has 


a turn-off button 


the distance between houses 
is the same each way 
for good friends 


when the tone of voice is 
carelessly used 
meaning is changed 


a bouquet of early dandelions 


from a grubby little hand is 
an act of sheer love. 
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On Becoming A Protestant 


One day walking down the street, 
My eyes beheld a pretty young thing. 


My heart said Find out who she is. 

My head asked Why bother? 

You’d only be another New York City slicker, 
who happens to be a student at Cornell. 


Research revealed the young lady sang in the 
Baptist Church choir. My courage perked. 


I had choral experience and wondered if a good 
Italian Catholic boy could join that choir? 
Right away I became a member. 

Our friendship grew as did the question, Become 
a Baptist or not? Was it unthinkable? 

I thought not—was dunked and all. 


Eventually, we set the wedding date. The church? 
The Congregational, where she was a member. 


But, why do you sing in the Baptist choir? 


It’s the best in town. 
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The Essential 


Our friend, scheduled for eye surgery, 
entered the car with a small bag. 


I have all the essentials. 


In the check-in lobby, three times he opened the bag, 
produced information. Each time a bottle of Barcardi, 
cushioned in garbaged, rumpled papers, underwear, and 
socks, glistened like a precious diamond. 


To our question-struck faces he replied, That’s 
essential, Doc knows I haven’t missed a day since 
playing football for Maine. 


To A Friend 


You say ‘Oscar the sea’ 

brings answers, 
while by its shore, you wait and 
meditate happiness 

reaching to you. 


One day, my friend, a tide 

with a spark of eternal spirit, 

on each wave, will come— 
lighten your heart, 
fill it with love. 
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The Last Sorting 


When I sort my house the last time, 
what a storm I’ll make: 


Extra pictures will 
cloud the wastebasket. 
Unremembered ones 
cyclone the garbage. 
Certificates, papers lose their halos 
in altostratus clouds. 
Icy cirrus updraft 
dried, faded corsages. 
Beloved hats of yesteryear 
highlight nimbostratus. 


A ‘twister’ will shred 

long ago letters— 

no need to leave speculation. 
Old shoes, boots will fall as hail 


from anvil of cumulonimbus. 
Later in the calm, one might say, 


“Sentimentality was the front that 
brought that storm.” 
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Nancy Bradberry 
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Calendars 


I don’t like calendars, 

the day to day kind 

that people tear off 

and throw away as if those days 
had never come, never been. 


I like big calendars, 

the kind I can write upon. 
Lists of a day’s importance. 
Pick up dog food, buy stamps, 
call S.J. about picnic. 


Years from now, 

you know I will save them, 

I will remember that dog, 

laugh at the price of stamps, 
wonder who was S.J., what picnic. 
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Triskaidekaphobia 


Triskaidekaphobia: 

Easy enough for you to say 

who dread and are fearful of this day, 
you who would rather stay in bed 
afraid by night you might be dead. 
Those of us who don’t want to bother, 
treating the day as if any other, 

are lucky to go our usual way 

on this legendary, accursed day. 


We called it just a coincidence 

when the neighbor’s bull jumped our fence 
and when one year in early September 

a wind came up as if in December. 

Spoiling the largest family meeting 

with thunder, lightening and unusual sleeting. 
We would never, ever blame the date, 

claim it was a star-crossed fate. 


Which of us is wrong, which is right 
I'll let you know next Monday night. 


24 


They Named Her Gay 


“Purple,” you say “is such a pretty name 
will you buy a new sash of it for me?” 
You say it as only part of a game 

you who can not or will ever see. 


What can it conjure in your mind 

who never saw a violet or an iris bloom, 
who will never know any of their kind, 
never can understand your doom. 


What can color mean toa child born blind? 
It hasn’t dimensions as a room, 

it hasn’t a scent that she can find, 

she can’t touch it as she would a plume. 


“Purple is such a pretty name.” 
You say it again just for fun. 

You say it again as a song’s refrain 
smiling in the summer sun. 
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Sacrifice 


They buried him in the Abbey 

with all his honors. 

Midst the ancient pomp an admiral deserved. 
His widow, standing among tall dignitaries 
with eyes cast down, saw and heard it all. 
How great a man he was, 

how much his men, his officers and nation 
owed for all his years of sacrifice. 

Those years that kept them far apart. 

Years of glory, fame and romance for the one, 
for the other years of a longing lonely heart. 


You Taught Me 


You taught me 

if how I fought the waves 
was futile 

tack. 

Make that same wind 

work for me. 

You gave me that one lesson 
to hold a lifetime. 
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Times Past 


Coyote 

howling from 

a nearby hill 
calling to his mate 
at night. 


Scent of 

silver sage 

on summer days. 
Stony trails winding; 
thunder. 


Horses 

blowing on 

cold, clear water 

from a mountain creek 
running. 


Long days, 
sunflowers, 

loaded wagons, 
dusty baseball games, 
times past. 
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Solstice 


What is it about each solstice 

that for so long has ruled our lives? 
Stonehenge, New Grange, Casa Grande, 
ancient Golden Hives. 


Those distant forbears built to teach 

following generations 

the sun must follow day by day, moon by moon 
each year’s peregrinations. 


We are just now learning 

all that they once knew. 

We marvel at lays and circles, 

hill to hill means more than a view. 


Builders of Chartre knew the secret, 
the message they wanted to show, 
those ageless stones may tell us 

of a way that we should know. 


Across lost, unthinking ages 
their windows shine today 

to show the time has come again 
to sow, to plant, to pray. 
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An Abiding Mystery 


Here, on the sheltered 

side of our hill, 

a lone grave is 

witness to a century past. 
Who lies here? 

We often wonder 

as we weed out thistles, sage, 
plant lupine every spring. 
Who was left to drive the wagon 
that must keep grinding west? 
From here there could be no 
turning back to the known, 
the sure. 

We show school children 

out from town. 

This mystery is their heritage, 
This too is what made 

their country great. 
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Montana Moment 


I saw them only once. 
A single rider 

heading home at dusk, 
the ranch dog trailing. 
Their work done 

they did not look to see 
the ending of another day. 
One moment; 

same as a thousand 
other times to them, 
for me is etched 

on memories crystal. 
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The Great Plains 


To man The Great Plains are mystic 
remembering a sod buster’s tale, 

the buffalo herds in their millions. 
Now another ranch is for sale. 


The land is still there, have you seen it? 
Curving as far as you see, 

tortured beyond recognition 

by dust storms and man’s ignorant greed. 


Undisturbed since the last ice age melted 
it was safe under slow turning stars, 

yet in less than one generation 

it now bares eternal scars. 


From Mexico to Canada’s border 

over cattle trails famous in song, 

oil rigs and strip mines gorge on the land 
til historical traces are gone. 


The Great Plains will one day be gutted 
as Kentucky and her hills tell now, 
again left to snakes and jack rabbits 

not fitting for sheep or a cow. 


The Great Plains, the heart of our nation, 
is thought by some only to use: 

A land to yield up for the present, 

to desecrate, devour, abuse. 
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Sioux Drums 


The fates don’t lie. 

Through summer heat and winter cold 
the fates don’t lie. 

Since ancient times Sioux war drums told 
strangers would come searching for gold, 
wars would kill before chiefs grew old. 
The fates don’t lie. 


A Crystal Flute 


Some night I may hear 

a crystal flute 

from far away 

in gossamer mist. 

Notes clear as dew 

on a summer’s dawn. 
Reaching, caressing 
cobwebed heart strings. 
I'll hear chords 

from a long ago time, 
echoing the throb of years 
now only heard as 

a mourning dove’s cry 

or a crystal flute 

on acold moon-lit night. 
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Moon Walk 
To the crew of Apollo 11 ~ July 20th, 1969 


What was it like 

that first step? 

The one the whole world watched, 
that giant leap for mankind. 

How did it feel through boots 
ungainly, awkward, ludicrous 

to earth? 


What was it like that night 
to know the eternal dream 
of man was all about 

there within reach? 

Could it be true, be real? 


What was it like 

to have to leave? 

To watch the moon return 
to its old place, its usual size? 


What is it like 

to see it now 

in quarters, half and full? 
Remembering each July 

how this earth looked from there? 
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January 28th, 1986 


They came from corners of the land 
that extraordinary, diverse band. 
Looking for a distant star, 

longing to go out, go far... 


Their trails had led them to that place 
across this nation’s changing face. 

They knew small towns, swirling snow, 
service tradition, how trade winds blow. 


An American dream from past ages 
read in all their school book pages. 
Their names will be added 

to those of the past 

an honored example sure to last. 


To those who knew our endless sky, 


know too 
we've never said good-bye. 
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What’s In A Name 


Harry Truman number one 

added a balcony just for fun, 

purists made faces as sour as quince, 
tenants have thanked him ever since. 
He fired the general one stormy day, 
for no good reason some would say. 
To a music critic he wrote a letter, 

of that too, less said the better. 


Harry Truman number two 

was known as cantankerous, stubborn too, 
though he spent his days alone, out of sight 
he was never known to back from a fight. 
He loved St. Helens and the forest land 
declaring here he would make his stand. 
Here he would stay where he chose to be. 
Here he would die unrepentant, free. 
What’s in the name that both men shared? 
Each man had courage, each man dared. 
Both men knew of inner fear 

no matter the stories you may hear. 

Going their way when others said tarry, 

to both we say, “You gave ’em hell Harry.” 
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One Presidential Decree 


Listen, dear children and you shall hear 
your President has made it clear 
never more does he want to see 


that despis¢d BROCCOLI. 


Ever since he was a child 

he has been polite, some call it mild, 
but at last he has made his stand 

to refuse that vegetable hiding sand. 


Now that he has won this round 
never at 1600 will it be found. 
Against dear Barbara’s fondest wish 
he has condemned that hated dish. 


So, when soaring in Air Force One 
he won’t be served from that famous ton 
and when sailing on any sea 


never be confronted with BROCCOLI. 


Now dear children, listen to this 
for you, just now, there is no such bliss. 
Only when you’re The President can you say, 


“Take that BROCCOLI away.” 
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Fifty Years Ago 
September 21st - 30th, 1938 


That September 

storms were brewing— 

storms nature garnered to herself 

to slash at shores unvisited for years. 
To savage inland in waves unknown, 
to deluge cities, villages and farms. 
History would note those hours. 

For years they would hold records 

of horror and of honor. 


Across an ocean, land and peoples 
another storm was rising. 

A storm that would, in time, 

sweep worlds away. 

Where all too human men would gather 
to hope, to plan, condemn the world 

to a ruin never seen before. 

That September, for a little time, 

the world stood braced. 
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Tryon’s Palace 
December fifth 1770 


John Hawks smiled as he watched the scene 
remembering how this marsh had been. 

His palace would stand for generations 
forget past years of peregrinations. 


Standing among shadows of the park 
he saw tall window glowing in the dark, 
heard fiddle music from the open door. 
No hint here of any war. 


Inside, candles dripped in their silver sconces, 
ladies curtsied in responses 

toa lovers’ signal, a secret plan 

answered by opening or closing a fan. 


King George, in his gilded frame, looked down 
at the newest jewel of his crown. 

Very few thought and no one said 

of the rage and torment that might lie ahead. 


Let rebels march against the king 

peace would last, at least until spring. 
Tonight all was well, a time for cheer, 

to toast the new palace and the coming year. 
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Pieta 


Michelangelo: 

How could you have known that day 
the boulder before you 

held such Glory? 

How could you tell 

that from that single block 
what was there waiting? 
Did your eyes see 

where others failed? 

Did your hammer know 
where to strike? 

Did your chisel tremble 
just a little 

before that first blow? 

How could you know 

that, from hidden 

deep within, 

they would appear to you, 
that you could release them 
for the world to worship? 
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Georgia O’ Keffe 
1887 1986 


She showed us her special worlds. 

At first shyly, in the shadow of others, 
recording daily scenes, country she knew, 
winters from city windows looking out 

as if her heart heard 

the lure of distant places. 


She found that other world. 

First as a visitor yet 

sensing what it might mean. 

Winters holding in her mind’s eye color, size. 
Clouds few had ever seen, fewer understood. 
Flowers large as memory, love. 


In her own language she spoke 

to those who would listen, 

know too boundless days and land. 
How hours change shadows, shapes, 
sizes of canyons, walls by men. 


She gave us space, 

a way to see a time 

already fading. 

She left for us her special place. 
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Angelee Bradley Chick 


The Children Of Terezin 


Birds listen to the music of Terezin 
their heads bent notes 


A symphony formed 

in tuneless attic barracks 

on crates that sat under strain 
and rested lament 

a catechism of song 


Sound the discord! 

Analyze the sin 

AJew AJew AJEW! 

de dum dedum DA DING! 


Sonata of Jehovah 
Hallowed medley of hew and cast 


The children Old children 
deaf faces echo the dirge 

the gift confined between their hands 
bewilderment 


NOTE: Unlike Auschwitz there was nothing secret 
about Theresienstadt. The German government had 
been at pains to publicize with news stories and photo- 
graphs, the “Paradise Ghetto” in the Czech fortress 
town of Terezin near Prague. This was done for the 
benefit of the Red Cross and other humanitarian 
agencies. However, the Jews were prisoners and it was 


a hoax. 
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Another Day 


A dusty and tired sun 
settles with the slimming day 


fading color revives again 
a breath has blown 
on a dying fire 


embers gild 
enfold fuse 
with the lessening light 


the southern part of the sky is alive 
with a new moon 
sword sharp and sure 
of its season 


a diamond star aligns itself 
and will move closer 
holding the moon to its fullness 
with a single silver string 
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The Children Of Lebanon 


Helmeted iron hearts 
roll on iron wheels 
from the Holy Land 
clearing human debris from their goal 


On the road to Beirut 
walls crumble like living corpses 
thrown into grave narrow streets 


Do their eyes ever catch 
in the eyes of the children 
recognize that bewilderment 
Does that learned rage ever falter 
ever wonder 


When their own are sacrificed again 
does the full circle ever stop its spin 


will the lesson ever end 


Can the mote from every eye be purged 


by the children 
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And The Birds Came 


Standing by a longleaf pine 

I leaned and rested I needed its support 
The sun found me 

as it does sometimes when I walk 

It grew in brightness 

radiant with its message 


suddenly many birds came flying Toehees 
settling in a Holly bush — or any small limb close by 


they sat their heads bent notes 
watching me _ sending me their song 

of incredible sweetness 
they stayed close the sun 
burnishing their wings 


finally reassured _ they lifted small wings 
and were gone 


leaving me their music 


Istraightened and walked on 
the sun finding me through the trees. 
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Hostage 


How was it in the beginning 
Disbelief then rejection 
DENIAL! 


then... 
No choice no alternative 
accept endure take 
fighting for faith to 
know _ to believe in 
homeland country 


Homeostasis: relatively stable state 

of equilibrium (or tendacy toward) 

between different but interdependent 
elements or groups 


And so in the embrace of accomodation 
did they begin to cling to —_ enfold 
sing? 


By the rivers of Babylon...we wept 

...they that carried us away captive 

required of us a song... 

How shall we sing the Lord’s song 
in a strange land? 


Psalm 137 
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And the ransomed of the Lord 
shall return... 


and sorrow and sighing shall flee away 
Isaiah 35:10 


And so when they return 
will their sorrow and sighing and singing have 
strange verses? 


Another Place 


A pale night caught in timeless silence 

Frozen snow, unmarked, seals the horizon 
Carbon trees stand immortal, sure 

a few stars burn brighter than the moon 


Isolated Insular space 


Disunited from cosmos and Host 
An incision in Time 
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Lion 


The wounded Lion falls by the lake 
and sees the sky _ held softly, held quietly 
furtive peace, false quiet 


sleep warms other scars 
flat against the sun grey stones, warm with no 
breath 
and sleep is nothing 
A Cat of afternoon and green waiting 
and sleep is all 


the damp and chill 
and evening world trembles 
The Lion stirs reluctantly, His tongue sealing the wound 
a leaf whispers into the dark lake and floats with no 
movement 
His tongue licks:at the wound again, and pushing He rises 
Green angle and arching grass swing after Him 
the cool trees of darkness group the sky upward 
the forest floor a running path of light 
His eyes a beam, a breathing shaft of white 
and the Roar is all 
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My Tree 


I saw a tree 
there were other trees, too 
trees I don’t remember 
erasures in that light 


This tree had bent with the wind 
and straightened again 
waited for light 
stored gold for fall 
reflected dawns 

held drops of rain on green leaves 

sweet as mouths 


Living each season 
feeling its leaves open to the sky 
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On Giving Up The Nobel Prize 


Does it matter 
all those reflections 
offending winter’s weariness 
shocking that season 
into persuasion 
unfaith into credulity 
shifting quiescence _ like snow 
into the snare of the green source 


Excite beguile that distress 
to thirst for the bold interim 


Intertie that shy phantom 
with saneness 
weakening that nervous folly 
into weight and concrete 
like glances of recognition 


No leave it centered in air 


no thin line of horizon 
always free 
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My Song 


A time to think 
A time to be quiet 
A time to give my warmth 
to someone else 
A time to help 
A time to watch the sun through prisms 
make small rainbows 
A time to walk at night 
and look at the divine order 
of stars 
my compass for faith 
A time for joy and laughter 
A time to forget and rest 
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“Woe Is Me-ers!” 


I’m not into slobs 
and “Woe is me-ers!” 
if you can’t hold your head 
above water 
and can swim 
don’t count on me. 
I’ll be too busy helping someone 
without arms and legs 


So maybe you should just 
go on and drown 
Most of us are really trying with our guts 
to carry our own weight 
and help those who are physically 
unable and are trying, anyway 


So give meabreak [| really don’t want 
to hear your sad song 
you’re louder than 
the Tabernacle Choir 
Hang in there you may 
find someone sad, who 
can swap songs 
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Washington Square 


I am a horse hair thief in the night 
unbridled 


captivated by a rose garden 


sliding down, down 
a bottomless well 
galloping up, up 
round, round the sides 
over and into 
a cold dusk park of winter stones 
finally settling on wide slab steps 
watching shadow shapes moving to lighted rooms 
watching the lighted arch and night settling blue 
watching unstrung trees, their whistling brown leaves 
catching on the feet of park benches 


empty benches settled for silence 
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Too Late 


Great Scott! 
Gotta hop 
Gotta do them poke chops! 


Let that man 
upset my plans! 


Caviar was more my fare 
until I let down my hair 


Wonder why? 


I could cry 


For the priviledge of washing his socks 
I opened all my locks 


Now that I have time to think 
Guess I should have seen a shrink 
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Snow 


Standing by the window 

watching the snow spin with the wind 

then fall in silence shaped like prisms 

I looked into eternity 
the endless white air 
immortalized for me in an afternoon 
a mist of sleep 
a different music too soft to hear 
remote as unheard chimes 


unique forms countless _ fleeting 
individual ideas 

affinity with and beyond 

ken’s orbit 


each shape reflecting a belief 

infinite meditations fragile as glass 
ice-clear momentary unrivaled 
disappearing into their once and single life 


Where it was going I knew I had been 
and would go again 
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The White Bird 


The white bird sits in stillness 
watching the stars 
faint shifting air stirs shadows 
into dark snowflake shapes 
sketching patterns 
on white wings 


moonlight’s canal runs silver 

on night leaves 
webs of night earth and air caught 
in the diamond fog of no horizon 


mist softens spiked grass 

into churches and small cities 

Opaque as time space shadows move 
the world sleeps 


The white bird 

Custos of a silent world 
watches soundless_ endless enigmatic 
His eyes echo the stars 


His wings warm in the beginning day 
light edges the world 


The white bird flies into the light 
until night 
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night 


World Watch 


The World waits 
breath like a clock 


Heat Oil and sand 
water land 
and a mix of men 


Ships Planes 
uneven waves cradle 
and lull feeling 
unfaithful to the moment 


The sun in disarray 
warm on the faces of men 
kissing the water 
glinting on guns 


Turrets targeted 
Bombs swinging 


Lines rests and whole notes 
the hymn of war 


The night thick with stars 
and the stench of many ships 


Men sing write letters 
and sleep and wait 


Caught in the choiceless complex 
of insanity 
the infatuation of power 
enshrouding our planet 
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Round World 


Stars and rainbows 
Sunsets and dew 
freshly mown grass 
mist around the moon 
the night’s cold breath 
leaves and trees 
bees in summer 
ocean waves 
diamond fog 
light around the edge of the world 
lightning and fireflies 
white clouds and dark clouds 
wet black trees 
rain and sun 
snow and petals 
ice and wind 
blue daylight at night into day 
silver ribbon roads 
small frogs and hummingbirds 
brown dry leaves and the wet ground 


All these 


and my world is round 
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Winter Night 


A cold moon 
dark trees confined in air 
thin asa breath caught and held 


All living creatures denuded 
needing passion to penetrate 


the unsettled detatched _ the lifeless 


A time for colorless mirrors 
seeing beyond the darkness 


The silence unfaltering choiceless 
the wait for light 
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The Red Flyer 


A bale of hay the Red Flyer 


and you and me, my brother 


You pulled I pushed 
up the steepes hill on Shannon Run 


“C’mon, it’ll be fun.” you said 
I looked back, the gray gravel showed 
our coming-up tracks not too straight 
“Push! Quit stalling!” 
"Buts:” 1 said 
“You’re always acting like a girl!” 
That fact was not easy to overcome, but I tried 
Lord how I tried! 
“Don’t you think?” I said 
Your eyes looked real mad 


The dusty smell of the gold straws 
straining zinc-looking wires 
the Red Flyer’s handles against my nose 
“Lie flat, I’ll guide this sucker!” 


We almost made it to the bottom 
you were a good driver 
even when you were ten 
The Flyer careened sideways _I landed first 
the bale of hay on top 
gravity and gravel 
took us the rest of the way 


“I told you to keep your head down!” you said. 
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Wounded At Shannon Run 


“When those Bluecoats came up the Military Pike 
Shannon was waiting on the hill 

and he ran the whole Union Army 
dead into the river!” 


Diary of Ben Richmond dated 1864 


Graybeard always started dancing around 
when I rode him up Shannon Run Hill 
He seemed to hear “Charge!” muskets firing 
and hooves of horses dead more than a hundred years 
in stillness we listened to the echo of the bugle 


“Ouit dreaming!” Bub yelled. “Race you to the spring- 
house!” 
Gray’s shoes shattered gravel 
bareback I hung onto mane and bridle 


grinding brakes, Mrs. McKinney’s voice and horn 
a united trio, screeched “Heathens!” 
Gray hurdled through space when I landed 
Gray’s tail and Mrs. McKinney’s tailpipe were flat-out 
then out of sight 


George Hope cut a hickory sapling top bound 

with a flannel nightgown to fit under my good arm 
plenty left for the sling, wrapped a lenght around 

my head and over one eye and called me “Johnny. Reb!” 
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Limping up the winding driveway, the white columns 
really do look like Tara 
Mom’s in her flower-bed, perspiration running 
down her neck 
“Could you spare a cup of water, mam?” 
“No! But you can pull the hose around here and water 
these plants!” Mom’s just not historically inclined. 


On the back porch the basket of tomatoes 

is warm in the sun 
the juice like blood running down my arm 

“You hungry, soldier?’ Addie Hope’s white teeth ask 
through the kitchen screen 

“Could you spare a plate of beans?” I whined. 

“How ’bout a chicken salad sandwich?” 

When a soldier’s hungry he’ll eat anything. 


“Thank you kindly, mam. I’ll be on my way.” 
“Be sure you’re home in time for me to give you a good 
wash-up 

fore your daddy gets home.” 


I trudge toward Shannon Run and Rebel Hill 


plenty of time 
to get home before dark. 
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Veta E. Gorman 


The Introduction 


One newcomer, and round-robin, 
Club members tell who they are, 
While I watch the Semper sisters. 
One of whom knows she is going deaf. 
“Say your name, Sister,” urges May 
As Fay stares straight ahead. 
“We're introducing, Sister.” 
“Then, tell your own!” Fay grins. 

I think Bravo! and What the Hell? 
Our visitor’s been staring 

Out the window, anyway. 
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Second Childhood 


At the end of the road, 

Out of Kure, past Fort Fisher, 
Would be The Rocks. 

Here I, as a child, once ran 

All the thin line—it seemed a mile, 
And pretended to walk on water. 


A command reunion, 

The Rocks remained, beckoned again, 
To the old game, 

Though its spine, cracked in places, 
And my bones, too, no longer young 
Answered the challenge. 


We would have made it, 
The Rocks and I, 
Except for the slippery 
Green and wet algae 
That pulled my feet. 
Unhurt, I rose, 

Stood upon a drier rock 
And, out of childhood, 
Retraced my steps. 
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Rest Stop 


There are all kinds of being tired, 

But, by the shades of Atlas! 

That man in the back carries them all. 
The Kentucky Fried Chicken 
Provides no visible comfort. 

Food warmth and padded seat 

Do not ease body lines that droop, 
Relax muscles under dry, rough skin, 
Nor put a twinkle in the eye. 
Conversation surrounds him 

But he dares not tempt inertia 

Since that’s not for here and now. 
Unwilling legs, under dusty pants, 
Push torso upward, somehow forward. 
He passes a waitress, to whom he nods. 
All eyes watch him near the door, 
Where three bulky burlap bags, 

Half hidden behind potted silk trees, 
Fit into accustomed places 

On a frame that shuffles out the door. 
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Three Gifts 


Evelyn went to Topsail, 

Brought smooth white pebbles. 
Sybil flew to England, 

Returned with bluebell soap. 
Billigene said thanks 

For judging a show 

And gave a ceramic swan. 

Three gifts on my tablecloth, 
Lifted, finger-traced, put down. 
Let them stay there a little longer. 


Ritual At Sandavis Lake 


Carrying crumbs in plastic bags, 
The twins called, 

“Come, get it, ducks!” 
Well-trained to rise on a moment, 
And at first sight, 

With wings dipping, 

Lifting across the pond, 
Un-hungry birds telegraphed, 
“We’re coming, boys!” 

Feathers sparkling in sunlight, 
They glided downward. 
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Walnut Rings 


—For the black walnut trees on the 100 block 
of West Pennsylvania Avenue, Southern Pines, NC 


Slice of life, cut across the grain, 

A century of walnut rings in my hand, 
Your tree trunk, stout, fissured, round, 
Bore the years better 

Than square, wood buildings, now gone. 
Six of you stood bravely 

On an upaved avenue 

Named for a Northern state 

To grow with a new Southern town. 

I try to read your air-dried rings, 

Marred by arcs of circular saw. 

They will polish well but not erase 
Lines of living, good years and bad. 
New use for you, still unknown, 

Will come unhurried, as it should, 

For a black walnut tree that, for so long, 
Offered its shade, spilled its nuts 

For a brand-new town. 

After all, both of you took 

A hundred walnut rings to grow. 
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Winter Beach 


Like paper I’ve torn, 

Not scissor-cut, 

The ocean’s horizon 

Speaks harsher 

Rough days in winter. 

The white caps reach farther, 
Boasting, shouting, 

It welcomes me back 

But will not let me claim master, 
Nor the bundled runner 

Defying its salt. 

Its mood changes 

From moments of contemplation 
To hurling the sharp, windy sand. 
I run indoors for coffee. 

The ocean shouts. 
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Talking All At Once 


“He’s walking on water!” 
“He’s a precocious duck!” 
“Ts it a he?” 


“Look how fast his legs go!” 
“He’s leaving the others!” 
“No, it’s a girl.” 


“Tiny legs skim surface.” 
“Mama Duck is watching.” 


“No brother ducks.” 


“Stays among the cat-tails.” 
“He’s hunting his own food.” 
“No sister ducks.” 


“Wonder if there’s a turtle?” 
“He’s the surviving one.” 


“Poor lil baby!” 
Why did they stop so fast 


And then begin to laugh 
When the ducks left? 
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Spirograph 


The hanging basket drinks 

In its macrame cradle 

As the water bearer moves away, 

Brushes the risers slightly, 

And sets in motion an arc-like swing 

That rocks the cradle whose tasseled wicks 
Drain downward the underflow, 

Drawing an elliptical ornament on the floor 
Christmas-like, though it will not last the day. 


Parting 


It is not good-bye for me, 

And my words negate 
Memories of a presence 

You leave with me forever; 
But I can set you free 

When love holds only harm, 
Release you to discover 
Horizons we thought were ours 
And now are yours alone. 
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Sympathy For A Symphony Conductor 


Like a little black bird, 

He flapped and he bent 
With a funny old stick 

On his wing. This gent, 

He was begging so hard, 
Almost down on his knees. 
They wanted to help: 

They blew and they squeezed 
With sticks that they sawed 
On queer music boxes. 

He so wanted to fly, 

You’d a thought he had poxes. 
He stood up on a stand, 

Not a smile on a face, 

But he’d done a nice dance. 
They clapped like at a race, 
But, I’ll never know why 
They made that glad sound, 
For the poor little fellow 
Didn’t get off the ground. 


eb, 


Coming Home 


Why did I treasure 

The frozen white stuff 
Fastened to my Buick 
And worry over bumps 
That could shake it loose 
Before the hours pass 
And I reach home 

With one tiny handful 
To prove I did see snow, 
Snow on the mountains? 


Now, why do I cry 

Inside a frigid house 
Whose furnace conks out 
And I cannot reach 

The re-set button? 
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Tornado At Red Springs 
—March 29, 1984 


“Don’t worry, Papa, 
You'll know it.” 
Prophetic words, 

“TI don’t hear well— 
Must be ready.” 
The old man thought 
Of a train’s sounds, 
Far off places 

To go sometimes 
And take Emma 
Along with him. 


The funeral 

For Papa Joe 

Was in Red Springs 
And the freight train 
Tornado sound 

Had come for him. 
He wasn’t ready. 
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Nocturne 


The white tail of the Virginia deer 

Is a maesto’s baton starting the overture. 
Chorus of strong repartee calls invisible mates 
Until cricket sounds become a glorious crescendo. 
Their violins screech, woo and coax, 

Call upon-tiny wings, tinier filers and scrapers 
For constant arias to awaken all sleepers. 

The barred owl’s bassoon answers, 

A percussion of hoots, measured, unheeded. 
Racing wings, frantic scramble in bush and tree, 
Make me gasp, “Did the squirrel go free?” 


In sparse light, the sleeper wakens, 

We see antlers in shadow, 

Hear frogs croak, sparrows sing 

Notes to repeat, pause, sing again. 

A slight deer sneeze, and all is still 

Like a weary music box, wound down and done. 
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To A Friend Dying 


I sit here in your room at Manor Care. 
We seldom speak, effort for both; 

You doze, prelude to the final sleep. 
We have shared so much, so long, 

It is fitting, somehow, this quiet vigil, 
Our being together, words not needed. 
You ask the time, waiting for someone; 
You want the shot they will bring later. 
Why do I feel, when you doze again, 
Have I failed to give you what you want 
When all I have is me? 
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Zodiac 


I will never 

understand 

why the rules say 

to spade the soil 

and fertilize, 

then rake it smooth 
and wait for Cancer. 
That word is a killer 
you fight like the Devil, 
so, why, in the name 

of good planting, 
should I wait 

to plant beans 

when the moon gets right 
with the sign of Cancer 
for fertility? 
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Life Lines Of An Extraordinary Cat 


I am a cat, unpampered, 

No silken bow, 

I make no stylish emanations, 
Demanding royal treatment 
As my due. 

Sleekness, beauty and grace, 
Eulogy of poets, 

Are not in my wish book. 
Neither, will I admit 

The role of alley cat, 

For I’m no ratter, even in sport. 
Call me lazy, and I’ll admit 
Garfield as a kinsman. 
Without ambition? 

Then, my claws will show. 

I may, at times, 

Harbor secret jealousies: 

The cat on a silken pillow, 
The “points” the Siamese 
Claims show intelligence, 
With a pedigree. 

With all my pussyfooting, 

I will need nine lives, 

To visit Whittington, 
Upstage Puss in Boots, 

And, surely, get a catamaran 
To drive with 

A catalytic converter 

So I can show that stuck up Siamese 
I can caterwaul as well as he. 
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To Remember 


High accolades 

You won in life 

Will be forgotten 
Only when 

No deeds of valor, 
Nor pride in goodness, 
No songs to sing, 

Nor smiles to brighten 
Another’s day; 

When these, altogether, 
Cease to exist, 

An embarrassed sun 
Will rise in vain, 
Should any heart 


At all remain. 
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Quilts 


Great grandmother’s quilt was patchwork: 
Her great grand-daughter’s is scenic. 
The old ones hugged the warmth, 
Pieced and quilted at a “bee,” 
Matched a rug, braided 

With the same scraps. 

It stays on a bed. 

Her descendent’s quilt is all new, 
Matches some room’s decor, 

Goes on picnics, 

Outdoor concerts. 

When the old quilt retires, 

Is that the time 

The heirloom is treasured 

For subtle beauty 

And a new one is needed 

For a loving mat 

On which the baby 


Learns to crawl? 
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The Empty House 


How long empty 

She could not recall, 

But the house still hugged 
Dry, sandy earth. 

From the window sill 
Her memory sped 

Over scrawny turkey oak, 
Dogwood and pine 

And recalled the freeze 
That ate spring blossoms 
The year she was five. 
Even wisteria, 

Unloved by all but her 
Made her remember 
How she had cried. 
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Marie Kennedy Robins 
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Advice From A Dying Wife 


The neighborhood widows look at you 

as if already I am carrion. 

I visualize them lining up outside, 
provocative harem girls encircling 

with enticement and sensual casseroles. 

Do not choose hard blue hair, teased. 

She will not open the windows of her home 
for fear dampness or a stray breeze 

will melt the perfect sculpture 

of her elaborate coiffure. 

Not the one with curls like Shirley Temple 
and straight stern mouth. 

No tongue will ever pass the 

barricade of those iron lips. 

Do not select portly mamma with long hair 
twisted like pretzels on her head. 

She wears ugly flannelette nightgowns 

and has a compulsion to clean. 

Do not elect salt and pepper drip-dry cut 
whose arms and legs are lean, brown. 

Short hair means she has given up. 

With the chest of a boy, she is sexless. 
Take the one with pillow breasts, 

not too neat with house or person, 

who lets her liberated hair wave 

like a hopeful young girl tempting. 

She will stop making dinner to make love. 
A snuggler, a giggler, an imp in bed, 

she’ll sleep spoon-fashion with you. 

Think of me sometimes when you are sweaty, 
breathing hard, waiting for the moment 
from which we sprang, for which we live. 
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Amulet 


The bluebird of happiness charm 
hung around the willowy neck 

of the girl who had everything. 

A gift from Tiffany’s 

from her godfather 

at her christening, 

its blue enamel wings were 

spread out in constant soaring, 
orange breast swelling with fulfillment, 
enclosed in a golden circle. 

Her supplicants never forgot 

how it rose and fell, 

breathing 

in the hollow of her youthful throat. 
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Balloon Launch 


Hundreds of helium blossoms 
dyed with intensity 

primary colorful 

sever from young hands 

lift with enraptured cheers. 
Tender globes drift, gain 

solitary freedom in stillness 
hissing as from a guilty past. 
Untethered lollipop hopes exhale, 
soar, disappear into a barren sky. 
Stretching from a handmade niche 
each flaunts a message: 

I AM HERE AND WILL BE. 
PLEASE LET ME KNOW 

IF YOU ARE THERE. 
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Broken Crutches 


Mamma raged that I was an embarrassment, 
a five-year-old walking around with 

a baby’s bottle in my mouth all day. 

She flung the beloved nipples into 

an uncaring fire and broke the cool 
smooth bottles into crystallized tears. 
Night terrors begin to slink into my room. 
Traced shadows pulsate with pseudo-life. 

I steer my frightened dreams toward 
Grandmother, sleeping in the unheated 
maid’s room behind the kitchen. 

Lifting her pendulous breasts aside, 

my arm is a trembling arc 

around undulating strength 

glowing in cold exhausted darkness. 
Saying nothing, she makes room for me. 
She is aurora, always bright under my door, 
leaving a calm reservoir of warmth 

from which I can drink as much as I want. 
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Breeze Through The Migrant Camp 


If the workers were articulate, unafraid, 
they would tell us how, unexpected before dawn, 
air pushes a reprieve for dying spirits, 
chases humidity, strains the shacks 
against its strength and noise, laves 

and soothes summer’s sweaty shroud dry. 
In relief, grateful, they worship before 
the altars of one another’s bodies 

and praise the One who sends surcease. 
Protesting beds, groans and sighs 

give evidence that bone-tired pickers 
miraculously arise to perform another 
automatic day in hazy, breathless fields. 
The drained fill and empty pails and boxes 
under a vindictive, searing sphere, 
which dries, puckers, diminishes them 
at the same time it gives succor to crops. 
Another day, another bottle at dusk. 

At night it is as empty as their pockets. 
Fermented fruits wither brain cells. 
Moving air pleasuring dark skins is the 
tantalizing cheat at the massage parlor 
who helps clients believe she truly cares. 
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Converted To Hedonism 


Luminescent virago, survivor, 
Justina has fine-tuned 

the sensations of her body, 

plays a nightly concert on them. 
Undulating leonine hair, 

a cascade of teeming fingers, 
lightly massages her glossy back, 
causing an arc of tingling pleasure 
as she dances sublimely naked, 
suggestive air bath trickling, 
warm rainshower on her 

eager, electrified skin. 
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Deep Creek Lake 


In dark water we 

pick spring-fed lilies, 
growing water-treading deep. 
They resist, hang on. 

She insists, never 

gives in to anything. 

Her liquid face is sensuous, 
full of flowing thoughts. 
When I tell her of the 
turtle’s grasp on the seat 
of my red swim suit, 

she is incredulous, 

as am I. I feel its tug, 

face it, bat it away. 

She sees, has to believe. 
Wanting to test herself, 
she swims around the bend. 
Her back comes out of 

the water with each 
strong gleaming stroke. 
Out of vision, I remember 
lilies in her wake. 
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Dilute, Stir Deeply 


She painted her life with pastel colors. 

Angry look-at-me reds massively watered down 
yielded to paper-doll pink, inoffensive, charming. 
Dark depression blue whitened to azure, always 
cloudless, presented its soft bright side 

without gut emotion and the humidity of tears. 
The go-ahead of mature green she lightened 

to tentative, frost-bitten, chartreuse striving. 
Regal purple she deprived, reduced to frail, 
faded lavender now without royal privilege. 
Yellow fed with sun-strength she diminished 

to mewling weakness lest anyone fear its fist. 
Orange’s protests she muffled, stifled to repose. 
She was unwilling to risk any but bleached hues, 
easy on the eyes, easy to take over. 

On Mother’s palette clear true colors 

were the province of men, 


VIVID STRONG FIRST. 
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Directions 


Ease down the witch-water road 

by the simmering, rock-strewn creek 

to the cottage with mildewed pink shutters. 
It remembers the Great Depression, 

was an aching fortress for young lovers 
heeding aphrodisiacal whipporwills, 
squeezing moments close as daylilies do 
until orders came to go overseas. 

Chase bold spiders with eminent domain, 
spores performing invisible dances. 

At dusk, light the glass lamp 

holding amber oil in its eager uterus. 
Note rampant sweetness from grasping 
honeysuckle. Embrace wrinkled shadows, 
the nagging chorus of darkness, 

the dawn, forgiving all. 


Formal Invitation 


In gardens Japanese have houses 

built for serving tea. 

I’ve got a place in my backyard. 

Come have a beer in my tool shed with me. 
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For The Mission In Haiti 


Bored and surfeited, 
looking for a cause, 

she feeds the sewing machine 
with bold, tropical prints. 

It spews out carefully 
masticated and digested 
butterfly dresses, 

sizes three and four, 

for shadow-skinned, 
barefoot island girls. 
Blossom-covered frocks will 
be a twirling birthday party, 
squealing crackerjack joy, 
for have-not children 

far from sterile pavement. 
Penance overflows 
obedient fingers, 

clothes naked lives. 
Seamstress to the poor, 

she pays for the privilege 

to want for nothing, still 
feels guilty in suburbia. 
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The Grass Widow 


Called by carpenters the Eye-talian villa, 

it snuggles incongruously up to a salt marsh 
between the Vanderbilt’s and the Baruch’s 

in South Carolina’s version of Gold capital coast. 


In air thick and rich as syrup, it strives 

to belong, to become a part of the marsh 
which chooses only a few to survive 

in its salty sweetness, colored monotonous. 


The owner is a stencil, her tremendous wattage 
paved over in an amalgum of her mother and 
grandmothers, marching forward in their graves, 
arms akimbo, locked against perilous change. 


She lives over seething ideas, waving marsh grasses, 
but never do they escape to make a difference. 

She keeps her wig on, even when she tries to sleep. 
She is a silent doodle of a woman. 


When our planes attacked Libya, she knew error. 
Her children had been taught by the best schools 
to turn the other cheek, not to compound wrongdoing, 
that one does not step on the tail of a rattlesnake. 


Her ideas are etched into an erroneous void. 
Her crumpled-paper mind skitters in moving air. 
The Eye-talian villa tries to fit in, 

transplanted as it has been, to a foreign country. 
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Hiatus 


It was the tepid time. 

Only nature’s breath 

comforted like body milk 

and swaddling quietness reassured. 
Soothing in the all-supplying 

uterus of her world, days and 

nights were slippery with ease. 
Suspended in protection, 

she walked without a shield. 

Inhaling, exhaling seemed unnecessary. 
Only the faraway rumble of life 
chasing itself hinted that one day 
pressure would be a fixed jaw. 
Protesting stillness would fall into 
countless, evicted, screaming bits. 
Mainstream at flood tide would twist 
the string of security, frayed, separated. 
The way back would be denied by 

an opening too small. 

Peace would lie unfound. 
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Mother Is Included 


Doctor came to the house. 
Somebody had told him how 

I lock myself out, 

forget to turn off the stove, 

don’t get to the bathroom in time, 
get lost on the way to the store. 
He wanted me to count backwards. 
Didn’t know who was president, 
had to ask me twice. 

I told him FDR both times, 
everybody knows that! 

He called my children 

to set up a get-together. 

They’re inviting me to come, too. 
I really enjoy a party. 
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My Territory Has Been Invaded By A Friendly Force 


The trouble 

with having an unemployed husband 
around the house all day 

is that it ruins a wife’s fantasy life. 


I can’t leap around in my size 42 leotard 
pretending I’m Martha Graham. 


I can’t let it all out 
like Beverly Sills as I dust. 


I can’t really get into it with 
Richard Simmons and his buttock tucks. 


I can’t wave the soup ladle 
like Sarah Caldwell conducting. 


I can’t get far out ideas from Donohue. 
Hubby doesn’t want me hearing things 
I don’t understand. 


All my creative outlets are closed. 


Someday soon, when he finds a job, 
I’m having an extravaganza 

right here in my own home. 

I'll be the producer, director, star. 
Let’s see, I’ll make my entrance here, 
beside the washing machine. 
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Welcome Respite 


Living in a hungry time 

when only muscle and tendon 

are looked upon with favor 

by a slender society, 

Old Mz Heller, pillowy as 

a warm, caring compress, 

licks the silence from her lips, 

tells how glad she is to be 

relieved of the tumultuous need 
for help in the house and yard. 
She no longer worries about the 
dripping garden where thorns 
huddled unseen in the compost and 
prodding aids hid empties. 

The rise and fall in her 

has quieted, subsided forever. 

Her sluggish flight is canceled. 
Death has kissed her on the cheek. 
She enjoys the calm pond, complete 
in itself, its perimeter always 

the same, its surface rippled 

by past echoes dancing. 
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Waterman’s Grief 


Nights since Eva took off, 
Lou inhales his TV dinner 
and limps down to the 
listing BAIT AND TACKLE BAR, 
safe harbor in a roily 

ocean of tears and floodtide. 
He sits and sips 

one medicinal miniature 
and one beer chaser 

all the long evening. 

In the warm weather 

he’s a great blue heron 

at the end of the pier, 
jawing with the guys 

about fishing and eeling. 

It passes the time, 

keeps him away from 

his moaning house 

by the crying creek. 
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To A Witness For Jehovah 


A worn shoelace in search of eyelets, 
wanting to pull mankind together, 

you criss-cross Our street on your mission. 
Neighbors, suddenly deaf, stifle your message. 
In haste, I spread a lace-edged tablecloth, 
briefly admire its Blessed Mother blue, 

the same peaceful intensity you reflect. 
Tenderness spilling down my length, 

I open my door to an aura of smiles. 

In you, sincerity runs full like a dirndl, 

a long dancing dress teasing your ankles. 
Over tea in an inherited egg-shell cup, 

I accept the charges for a long distance call. 
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No Admittance, Please 


Babs, dear, I’m asking you to chair a committee 
going to the Bishop about the new minister. 
He’s sincere, but something has to be done. 
He wants a nursery school in the social rooms 
to care for the children of migrant workers. 
He says they have to stay alone in cabins 
while their parents are in the fields. 

You can imagine what would happen to our fresh 
paint and new draperies. And little children 
in our clean bathrooms! At night, he wants 
to furnish beds for vagrants. It’s madness! 
He’s trying to save the entire community. 

We should just keep helping OUR people as 
always. The rich have problems, too. Our 
lonely old ladies enjoy the luncheons, our 
social calls to take them to appointments. 
When they die, they might show appreciation 
and remember the church in their wills. 
These poor:people can only bring us grief 

and dirty up our lovely, paid-for building. 

We help unfortunates in the mission field. 
Why migrants might start coming to church! 
Can you imagine sitting next to a picker? 
What would the conversation be like? 

It’s awkward with the nouveau riche members 
lacking polish, but they do make big gifts. 
This new minister has no sense of propriety. 

I hope you'll come with us to the Bishop. 

You have been one of the most generous. 


104 


Renewal 


The toe of winter wears the label of fall. 
Showing reverence for the ceremony 

of the first fire of the season, 

like a priest guarding eternal truth, 

he stands before the stone fireplace 

as if to preserve sacred wooden scrolls. 
His thick languid summerspirit scuttles 
up the chimney in an explosive tussling. 
New ideas, sparks crackling furiously, 
resist flames. His mind singed clear 

of shallow thought, honed, he feels 

the edge of energy once again, perceives 
its sharpness, is glad to be on it. 
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EFS ybil d’ Ambrosi 


Sybil d’Ambrosi grew up and attended public schools in 
North Carolina. In 1942, she left Woman’s College of the 
University of North Carolina to join the WAVES where 
she served until September, 1945. 


After marriage and settling in West Virginia, she 
completed a degree in biological science with a minor in 
social studies from Marshall University in Huntington, 
West Virginia. Later she taught general science and 
American history. 


She and her husband, Faust have three children. They 
currently live in Aberdeen, North Carolina following 
nearly two decades in Connecticut. She is a painter and 
an avid gardner. 


e®Nancy Bradberry 


Nancy Bradberry was born and grew up in and around 
Manhattan. A mother of three children, she ranched 
around Tucson before moving to Princeton, New Jersey 
for thirteen years then to Sheridan, Wyoming for eighteen 
years. 


In 1982, she settled in Southern Pines, North Carolina. 
Although she has always written nonsense for friends, she 
has only been publishing seriously in the last twelve years. 


e®Angelee Bradley Chick 


Angelee Bradley Chick was born in Birmingham, 
Alabama, but grew up in Kentucky on a farm in the 
Bluegrass. Although she married very young, she managed 
a year at Agnes Scott College before having four children. 


Soon after they began school, she resumed her education 
at the University of Kentucky at Lexington as an English 
major. 


She and her husband, Bill, currently live in Southern 
Pines where she is a charter member of the Moore County 
Literacy Council. 


e&Veta Gorman 


Veta Gorman, a native of North Carolina, has lived 
most of her life in Southern Pines. She received her 
baccalaureate and master’s degrees in education from the 
University of North Carolina in Chapel Hill. 


She taught in the Moore County Public Schools and is 
now author of “Soundings,” a column of the Arts Council 
of Moore County that is published weekly in The Pilot 


In addition to writing, she enjoys painting, walking and 
aerobics, and gardening. A widow, she has one daughter 
and three grandchildren. 


e®Marie Kennedy Robins 


Marie Kennedy Robins, born in North Carolina, was 
transported against her will to New York City and environs 
at a tender age. 


She earned a Bachelor of Arts from Mary Washington 
College in Virginia. Between attending the University of 
Maryland, teaching and being a wife and mother, she was 
awarded a master’s at College Park. 


After more than twenty-five years of teaching, she 
plotted to return to her roots and now lives in Southern 
Pines with her husband, Jack, her enthusiastic enabler. 
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